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ROM the lighest swing of Theodore
Dreiser to his lowest stoop there is

8 distance so great that it seems almost
fabulous—the distanee, to wit, which sep-
arates all that is rarest and soundest in
our litersture from all that is shoddiest
and most trvial. Soch a book as Jennie
Gerhardl iz so bnlliantly vivid, so pro-
foundly moving, <o spacious and dignified,

that one turns from it with a sort of dis-.

may to sueh a book as The Genins, with
its tedious pedantry, its interminable in-
consequence, its childish and irritating
flatulence. It is as if Joseph Conrad, quit-
ting a Youh or a Heart of Darkness,
should proceed to a sentimental serial for
shopyirls and fat women; it is almost as
if Braims should rise up out of hell to
wrile patriotic hallads for vaudeville.
The phenomenon, unluckily, is not un-
matehed in our beautiful lters. The lato
Mark Twain, in the intervals of ehalleng-
ing Swift and Rabelais (and, somewhat
behind the door, Nietzsele), often leaned
down to ehallenge Artemns Ward, Charles
H. Hoyt and M. Quad; it was his own in-
eurable weakmess, indeéd, and not the
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mere imbecility of press agents, that bred
the astounding doetrine that Irvin Cobb
18 his beir and assign. The eanses of this
disconcerting wabbling, though they are
instructive, I need not go into bere. 1
have touched upon them elsewhere, and
shall expose them in detail in a fortheom-
ing work. More important to the present
purpose is one of the effects. It is this:
That one approaches a new book by Drei-
sor as one always approached a new book
by Mark, with a eertain uncomfortable
uncertainty—with one’s wsthetie heart in
one’s mouth. Tt mav be a new Sister
Carrie or Jemmie Gerhardt or Titan or
Hoosier Holiday, and so praise God!—
but on the other hand, it may be a new
Traveler at Forty or Hand of the Potter
or (Genius, and go a thousand damns!

Well, here is Twelve Men, just off the
press. To which of these eategories does
it belong? Tt all cocnoscenti be of
choer! Not to the second, surely! But
to the first? Almost T am tempted to say
clearly to the first. The high swing is
undoubtedly there, and thongh there are
also oceasional dips to mueh lower levels
the general effect is that of Dreiser at
his most penetrating and persuasive. In
more than one way he has done nothing
better sinee The Titan. Tt shows, with a
few unimportant breaks, a deliberate re-
turn to his first manner—the manner of
pure representation, of searching under-
standing, of unfailing gusto and- con-
tagions wonderment. There is no banal
philosophizing. There iz no torturing of
flabby theory. There is, above all, no
burden of ethical purpose, no laboring of
a duty to be perfarmed. Instead there
are simply a dozen sketehes of character
—rotund, brilhantly eolored, absolutely
alive. The thing is done capitally, and, at
its top points, superbly.

Most of these dozen men are real—per-
haps all. The author’s brother Panl—the
famous Paal Dresser, author of On the
Banks of the Wabash and Just Tell Them
That You Baw Me—appears in his proper
person. Others—for example, Muldoon,
the trainer; Harns Merfon Lyon and
Dreiser’s father-in-law—are easily recog-
nized. But this actual realitv has little
if anything to do with the realifv they
show npon the printed page. That reality
is dne altogether to the extraordinary
skill of the man presonting them. What
he produces is not merely an ohjeclive
likeness; it is a searching and at tines
&lmost shamcless inner pennineness, He
eets o them: he understands and in-
terprets them; he tarms them inside out.
And alwayvs in a way that somehow secms
ensnnl—alwaye with a gunilelesz and off-
hand air. Not onee i thera anv ereaking
of literary blocks and tackles. Not onee
is there a formal viviseetion. Tt is ever
a picture he presentz, not a diagram.

And what a gandy and diverting pie-
ture it often is! Consider, for instanee,
the chapter devoted to Dresser-Dreiser,
the song writing, tear squeezing brother
—the Indiana Rouget de Lisle and Fran-
cis Scott Key. Intrinsically, he was an
intenselv interesting man, huge in hody
and yet readv to weep like a flapper, n
fellow of remarkable talents and vet as
devoid of elrmeﬂtar_v taste as a green
groeer or a Congressman, a great suceess
and vet a pathetie failure. But even more
interesting than the man himeelf was the
world he moved in and the culture he rep-
resented—the world and enltars of the old
Broadway, of vandeville theatres, of the
spangled demi-monde, of faefie friend-
ships, maudlin sentiments, gross revels,
shady enterprises, stupid and hoggish
folk. In such seenes he was a man of
mark. He was the peer and intimate of
other men of mark. He drank, drabbed
and whooped "er up with the best of them.
But all the while he was something far
finer than the others—s man of feeling, a
dreamer of grotesque dreams, almost a
poet. It was the eontrast that made him
galient and memorable, and it i3 the deft
and poignant evocation of that contrast
that makes his brother’s portrait of him
so brilliant and so excellent,

Muldoon is done almost as well. He re-
mains at the end a sort of mystery, a
man essentially inexplieable, but it is a
mystery mellowed and humanized—one
recognizes him and takes joy in bim with-
out precisely understanding him. So,
again, with the forlorn, preposterons
evangelist of 4 Doer of the Word—an as-
tonishing creature indeed, a Christian ae-
tually devoted to the practice of Chris-
tiznity, but somehow made eredible. So,
finally, with Lyon, with the queer Admira-
ble Crichton of the sketeh called Peter
apd with the venerable White, the anthor's

“fathercin-law. In eseh of these men there

was something fantastic. Each was a
negleeted alien in & nation of the undis-
tinguished. It is Dreiser's feat that be
has displayed that oddity vividly without
the slightest toneh of earieature—that he
somebow convinees us of their general
humanness, and gets into his portrait of
cach somcthing of the universal human
tragedy.

In brief, this is a book of extraordinary
qualitics—novel in plan, sound in strue-
ture, and, barring a few smears of feeble
ness, Lighly adroit in exceution. As I
have said, it goes back to the manner of
Sister Carrie and Jenme Gerhardt—a va-
ricty of representation that has room for
the profoundest feeling, but is yet rather
aloof and unimpassioned. It projects
human existonee as the greatest of spec-
tacles, thrilling, harrowing, sometimes
downright appalling, but never hortatory,
never a moral tale. The trouble with
Dreiser in, say, The Gemius, was that
this manner had slipped away from him
—-that moral pressare had foreed Lim, on
the defensive, into a posture not unlike
that of the pulpit. The Genius presented
life less as an engrossing and inexplicable
speclacle than as a somewhat mawkish
doeument against eomstockery and the
Methodist revelation of God. To that ex-
tent it wabbled and was flubby. To that
extent Dreiser made a mess of it.

But in Twelve Alem he has his old tools
in hand and is back at the trade he knows

Tells of Dreiser’s New Book

so well. His hacking is still often erude.
He has his old weakness for phrases that
outrage the sensitive ear like successive
fifths. He must wallow, anon, in his
banalities. He must give the English
language a clout or two over the head.
But the work that finally emerges from
his inept striving is work that bears every
mark of a first rate artist, eave only that
of style. It is solid and soundly organ-
ied. Tt bas a sort of rough grace. It
conveys its idea massively and certainly.
It is a good job.

One wonders what the eampus pump
erities will make of it. One wonders still
more how long they will eling to the de-
lusion that the way to get rid of an artist
bevond their eomprehension is to invent
the hypothesis that he doeen't exist, The
snddest business of onr literary artists is
to prove, over and over aguin, that the
academic Sellegels and DBrandes of the
land are idiots, Poe did 1t. Whitman
did it. Mark Twain did it. And now
Dreiser is doing it again,
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The Maemillan Company will establish
a juvenile department this spring, pos-
sibly the first eompletely ind:sendent de-
partment for juvemles in nu American
pablishing house.
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By C.L. CARLSEN, Author of “The Taming ot Calinga”

A rattling good story, a vivid, tropical picture full of novelty, and of an un-
usual understanding of the native Filipino character. Net,

Bourru: A Soldier of France
By JEAN DES VIGNES ROUGES

A portrait of the French private soldier whose grit held back the Boche
lines until Britain and America could gather their forces. He is painted
with 2]l the faithfulness which made ““Under Fire’’ famous, and the tender
humror of one who both admires and loves his *“poilu."

By JOSEPH WHITTAKER, Foreword by Ben Tillett, M.-P..
The New York Sun: It is a splendid tale of five small boys, the cruel hard-
ships and unepeakeble revelations which came to them, and thellove for one
another which susteined and lifted them out of the pit into which cireum-
stances had hurled them, one that we should not like to have missed.”

The Song of the Sirens
By EDWARD LUCAS WHITE, Author ot “El Supremo”

Vivid h-.untinggictmn far removed in time and scene, yet as much aliveto
had only yesterday teen Pompey handle his Roman Bol-
sheviks, or solved for Hannibal the problem of getting his elephants across a

By Capt. F.BRETT YOUNG, Author ot “Marching on Tanga”
Thereis anindescribable atmosphere in this story of an uncommon, beauti-
stood just £t the edge of civilization, feeling the mys-
gerous, fascinating African jungle.

By ELEANOR HALLOWELL ABBOTT

A recy, whimsical little story of quite the prettiest of girls and oddest of
fathers, who bewteen them spring a fascinating succession of adver tures,
in & crisp, sparkling way that is infinitely captivating.

The New York Timr.es describes these “masterpieces of delicious comedy”
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J. D. Beresford’s New Novel
THE

Here is a wholly charming novel, a deli-
cately woven and beautiful story that

JERVAISE COMEDY

By the author of “Jacob Stahl,” ete., ete.

moves in the spirit of Spring. It is full of
delightfully amusing people, and the
highly humorous incidents of the action
are narrated with skill and originality.

At all bookstores. $1.50.
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